Strong arms held Joan as she was 
lead slowly to the sacred altar. 
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dissolved after the murder of a 
member, sultry Anya Sosyeva. The 
“Purple Cult” and its successors 
were—and are—made up of fanatics 
who practice the loathesome Black 
Mass 


Not long ago, Chicago police 
raided a West Side cult’s head- 
quarters. More than a dozen couples 
were taken into custody. Officers 
declared that they had all been par- 
ticipants in wild sex orgies held 
after three-hour-long sessions of 
Black Magic and sorcery! 

California’s Psychoanalytical As- 
sistance Foundation, which has been 
making a study of the sudden re- 
surgence of witchcraft, demon wor- 
ship and black magic, estimates 
that there are at least 1,500 groups 
devoted to these practices in the 
United States! 

Most of them are in smaller cities 
and towns, made up of people bored 
by “old-fashioned” wife-swapping 
orgies or wild parties. 

I know. I can attest to the exis- 
tence of one such cult in my own 
small town located less than 100 
miles from Omaha, Nebraska! I 
learned at firsthand about the mod- 
ern witches and black magicians. I 
also learned about the network of 
such organizations across the nation 
—because I, myself, unwittingly be- 
came a member! 

How? Remember the cute blonde 
I suggested you eye carefully at 
the bus stop? 

Well, the girl who initiated me 
into the revolting practices of the 
“Dark Arts” wasn’t blonde and I 
didn’t meet her at a bus stop. But 
she was a normal, everyday sort of 
person. 

Joan was her name and she was 
a brunette. I’d gone to high school 
with her. I hadn’t seen her for some 
years. First, Pd done a three-year 
hitch in the Air Force. Then Id 
worked around here and there—in 
Kansas City, St. Louis and a few 
other places—for another four years. 

I'd been back home for more than 
eight months hefore I bumped into 
Joan. I met her in a drugstore when 
I went in to buy a pack of cigar- 
ettes. She was purchasing some cos- 
metics and I didn’t recognize her. 

“Why, George!” she exclaimed. 
“George Venner!” 

I thought hard. Then I remem- 
bered who the good-looking bru- 
nette was. I shook hands with her 
and took a quick, sneak-look at her 
left hand. She was still single—not 
even engaged. I became a lot more 
interested. Attractive, single wo- 
men aren’t too easily found in a 
burg that has less than 20,000 popu- 
lation. 

One thing led to another and we 
wound up going to the best—and 
almost only decent—bar in town for 
a couple of drinks. Joan sipped hers 
and chatted pleasantly. I ended by 
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driving her home and making a date 
for the following night. 


T= FIRST DATE was pretty tame. 

We went to a movie, then had a 
bite to eat. We were both home— 
she in hers, me in mine—before one 
ayem. But I did have another date 
with her for Saturday night. 

We went into Omaha and did a 
lot of dancing and almost as much 
drinking. I parked along the high- 
way on the way back. Joan melted 
like she’d been worked over with a 
blow-torch the moment I reached 
over and put my arms around her! 

This time, we didn’t get home 
until after dawn. I was worried for 
Joan, worried about what the neigh- 
bors might think when she got out 
of my car that time of the morning. 
I told her as much. Her answer 
shook me a little. 

“Don’t worry, honey,” she grin- 
ned. “I don’t care what those slobs 
think! There are things I know 
about them that would make your 
hair curl .. .” 

Joan lived with her married sister 
and brother-in-law. They were 
friendly as hell whenever I called 
for her in the weeks that followed. 
I knew they must have guessed 
what was going on, but they didn’t 
say a thing. 

Then, on a warm Spring night 
Joan asked me ifI would like to 
go away for a weekend to a place 
where a lot of her friends went. 

“It’s only about 15 miles outside 
town—up in the hills,” she mur- 
mured. “We can have a ball. . .” 

Of course we went. The “place” 
was an old rambling farmhouse in 
the hills. It looked like any such 
building in the area—from the out- 
side. There already were five or six 
cars parked outside when we ar- 
rived. 

“Sure this is okay—you and me 
showing up with our suitcases?” I 
asked. Joan just laughed. 

Inside, the house was weird. 
There were odd paintings and idols 
scattered around in the rooms. All 
the windows had heavy black 
drapes. The air smelled strongly. of 
some queer kind of incense. 

I was even more surprised by the 
people I met. I knew many of them 
—quite a few being what are called 
“Pillars of the Community.” 


B” THE TIME somebody stuck a 
drink in my hand, showed me 
the room which, my guide said 
pointedly, Joan and I would share, 
and came back downstairs, I had 
the deal figured. I knew that this 
was some kind of hell-raising club, 
but, of course, I never dreamed 
what I would see and hear before 
the weekend was over! 

There was plenty of hooch and 
everyone — myself included — drank 


plenty that. Saturday afternoon. We 
ate a sketchy meal about five and 
went back to drinking. A lot more 
people had shown up in the mean- 
time. 

“Here—try one of. these,” Joan 
purred shortly after dark, handing 
me a cigaret. I took one look at it— 
sniffed it-and knew what it was. 
Td seen marijuana before. 

I lit up, anyway, figuring that one 
wouldn’t hurt me. Besides, every- 
one else was smoking the damned 
things and the party looked as 
though it was going to get very 
rough very soon. 

It did. 

Exactly at nine p.m., we were all 
ushered into a large room that I 
hadn’t seen before. 

“Baby! You’ll go wild now! This 
is going to be sensational!” Joan 
whispered to me hotly. I took a look 
at her flaring nostrils and narrowed 
eyes, felt her quick, shallow breath- 
ing as she clung to me. I felt my- 
self caught up by the spirit of the 
binge and went inside! 

The room was a hideous caricature 
of what one would find in a small 
church. There were benches to serve 
as pews and a kind of altar at the 
far end. The light was dim and I 
didn’t get a chance to identify any- 
thing for a few moments. When my 
eyes became accustomed to the dark, 
I almost flipped. 

An honest- to - goodness coffin, 
standing on end, was in each cor- 
ner of the rom. The walls were dec- 
orated with blasphemous parodies 
of sacred pictures. A brazier glow- 
ed near the “altar.” 

“What—what’s this all about?” I 
stammered. 

“You're going to see a Black 
Mass!” Joan rasped. “Here, sit 
down...” 


HAT IS A BLACK Mass? Well, 

basically it is a form of religi- 
ous worship. Don’t be surprised at 
the use of the word “religious” in 
connection with such a practice. 
For it is religion in every sense 
of the word. It has a creed, a the- 
ology, a ritual, a ministry and full 
belief in both the immortality of 
the soul with both reward and 
punishment in this life and the 
hereafter. 

It is made up, here in America, 
of a combination of two forms of 
witchcraft. And though, for the most 
part, the ceremonial of the Black 
Mass is based on the ordinary Chris- 
tian worship, it has also incorpor- 
ated over the centuries the beliefs, 
superstitions and practices of dozens 
of other portions of the world. 

One of the two mainstreams of 
American witchcraft traces directly 
back to the great, European tradi- 
tion. This form, together with its 
superstitions, signs and rituals are 
known to millions of us who have 


had parents or grandparents from 
the teeming European continent. 

The European witchcraft derives 
from a life of hardship. In the cool, 
temperate climate, the need for 
survival and safety were all-im- 
portant. Starving serfs, semi-slaves, 
living an ignorant, agricultural life, 
inheriting the primitive; pre-Chris- 
tian beliefs, needed something that 
could guarantee them a better life. 

A good crop, a safe journey 
through robber - infested forests, 
freedom for themselves and their 
children, personal wealth that could 
purchase comfort or provide adowry 
for daughter and an estate for a 
son were essential needs. 

In a feudal society, these could 
not be gained directly. It took only 


a short time to discover that regu- - 


lar prayer in the established church 
could not rectify the hazards of 
life. either. 

Thus the need for gain predomi- 
nated. At first, prayers to the “old 
gods,” the names we come across 
in Roman mythology were tried. But 
as Christianity prevailed and grew 
stronger, the allegiance was trans- 
ferred to the Devil. The theory was, 
if God can’t help me, perhaps the 
Devil will. And obviously, since the 
Devil was the opposite of God, his 
worship too, must be exactly op- 
posite. Thus to defile God’s worship 
was to promote the Devil’s. 

Again, since the ancient magic 
beliefs of the Indo-European society 
were filled with what is known as 
“sympathetic magic’”—that is per- 
forming a similar act to the effect 
you wish to cause, sex played a 
large role. The need for gain, for 
life, for fertility of wife, cattle or 
crop, required a symbolically sexual 
act. And so, combining sexual, fer- 
tility rites with defilement of church 
worship, sexual defilement became 
a primary ritual form. 

The defilement included bestial- 
ity. Pan—symbolized by his goat, 
Odin by his great wolf, and other, 
lesser known deities, also symbol- 
ized by animals, entered the Black 
Mass at an early day. Even now, 


the fear of the great dog, the black 
cat, and the goat—all as symbols of 
the Devil, survive in witchcraft. 

The second mainstream of Ameri- 
can witchcraft comes from the im- 
port of African medicine-man mag- 
ic. Primarily typified by Voodoo, 
this is a jungle worship that arises 
from an opposite motivation. Living 
is not so difficult in the lush jungles 
of the rain forest or Caribbean. 
Here, food is readily vailable. 
Crops may not be heavy, but they 
are constant. Rainfall is sure, and 
game abounds in the forest lands. 
There is little essential need to in- 
voke magic or fertility rites to gain 
them. 

But survival is another problem. 


Death lurks around the next bend 
in the jungle trail at all times. Tri- 
bal warfare is constant. Fighting, 
battling and confounding an enemy 
are the necessities of daily living. 

Thus, the African witchcraft, 
deals in revenge. It is a method for 
saving your life, and killing your 
enemy. It deals in death, in nega- 
tion, in destruction. 


EALING IN DEATH, it requires 

death to give it effect. The kill, 
done in the ritual, is vital. Blood is 
required. The cock, the cat, or the 
human who is coldly murdered as 
part of the ceremonial, symbolizes 
this belief in death. The drinking of 
the blood of the victim, symbolizes 
the superiority and triumph of the 
drinker over all his foes and com- 
petitors. 

But African witchcraft has no 
belief in the soul. It denies the pos- 
sibility of the afterlife. Death is 
final and absolute. An enemy killed 
by witchcraft can never haunt the 
killer. No ghost or spirit remains on 
the trail to trip or trap the unwary. 
It is safe, and efficient. 

That these two opposites should 
blend so completely here in America 
is not at all surprising. First of all, 
economically, we are more akin to 
the African than the European. In 
comparison with the rest of the 
world, we live in a rich country. 
Surplus, more than famine is the 
order of the day. We don’t have to 
struggle for food. But we do face a 
struggle for power and wealth. We 
do face the competitions of busi- 
ness. We do struggle for promo- 
tions, for pay-raises—even for wo- 
men. Gaining a dowry for a daugh- 
ter is not essential. Getting a good 
job for a son, is. 

But inheriting a witchcraft tra- 
dition from Europe has left its mark. 
Those brought up in that tradition 
are horribly afraid to abandon it. 
And so, needing the results offered 
by the African magic, the Black 
Mass has incorporated its essentials. 
So too, the African, transplanted to 
a western civilization has come to 
desire the efficacy of the white 
man’s magic. Accepting Christian- 
ity, they have accepted devil wor- 
ship also. And since a regular rit- 
ual already existed, they have lay- 
ered it over with their own jungle 
tradition. 

Thus, today, we have this new 
form of witchcraft with its two 
points of effect: revenge and gain. 
The Black Mass can now offer al- 
most anything to the believer. He 
can become wealthy. He can live 
longer. He can gain power and fame. 
He can foil his competitors. He can 
kill his enemies. 

For the objects of the leaders—and 
consequently the objects of the con- 
gregation, are self-glory and dam- 
nation of all who stand in their way. 


ND STRANGELY ENOUGH, these 
things actually happen. Call it 
accident, coincidence or what you 
will, but in a surprisingly large 
number of cases, far larger than 
the normal logic of odds would dic- 
tate, the objectives of their witch- 
craft is achieved. 

For example, a witchcraft group 
in a Massachusetts town was uncov- 
ered a few years back. The members 
were reviled, hounded and in the 
case of the leaders, jailed. Six 
months later, the two mills on 
which the town depended for eco- 
nomic survival closed. Better than 
90% of the town’s inhabitants were 
impoverished. Yet, not a single 
member of the witchcraft group 
suffered. Those employed by the 
mills were conveniently transferred 
to jobs down South. Another, a 
leader of the movement, even while 
in jail made nearly a million dollars 
when a worthless Canadian mining 
company struck Uranium. Every 
one of them in fact profited to some 
extent from the rest of the people’s 
disaster. . 

Or take the reporter who -un- 
covered a group in California. Six 
months later, he came down with 
leprosy. By the time it was un- 
covered, his wife and two children 
were also infected. Yet those were 
the only cases of the disease which 
had been seen in that town either 
before or since. 

Two youngsters in Louisiana 
spied on a series of Black Masses for 
weeks before being discovered. The 
witches smiled at them, but never 
touched them. Nevertheless, they 
told their friends about what they 
had seen. The story flew all over 
the parish. Four weeks later, one of 
the boys went crazy, stabbing the 
second boy to death, without warn- 
ing or provocation. The young killer 
is now committed to the state insane 
asylum for life. 


The horrifying thing about it all 
is that in no case is there anything 
for a victim or an investigator to 
put his finger on. It’s all so natural. 
The jailed Massachusetts devil- 
priest just happened to own the 
mining stock. He’s held it for years. 
The mills were losing money. The 
decision to close them and move 
operations south was as natural as 
could be. The California reporter 
caught a regular disease. According 
to doctors he must have caught it 
somewhere, but certainly none of 
the witches could have infected him. 
The Louisiana boy went crazy. There 
was insanity in his family history. 
It was as natural as could be. 


But still, why did it happen to 
just those people at exactly that 
time? Why did all the devil-wor- 
shippers prosper in spite of ridicule; 
and all their detractors suffer or 
die? Why? (Continued on page 54) 
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prostrate Roger. 

“Nancy, snap out of it. Get hold 
of yourself and untie me. Quick!” 

The terror-stricken girl once 
again did what she was ordered. 
Roger leapt to his feet and shook 
Nancy as hard as he could. 

‘Snap out of it, honey. We’ve got 
to get out of here!” As quickly as 
possible he helped the weakened 
girl to the stairs and then out the 


building. 
The cold night air soon revived 
Nancy. “Oh, Roger, it was 


horrible,” sobbed the girl as she 
clung to him ‘Sambi knocked over a 
bottle of water or something and 
suddenly that thing he was carrying 
began to twist and squirm. It came 
alive—the eyes opened. It was so 
terrible, it brought me out of my 
trance.” 

“Not just water,” Roger’s voice 
was hard with fear. “Both of you 
went into the laboratory. Sambi 
must have spilled a flask of saline 
solution—salt water. It makes 
sense—fisherman’s devil. It needed 
salt to become active.” 

“What’s going to happen?” 

“I don’t know. But I pray Sambi’s 
powerful enough to handle it.” 

A hoarse, blood-curdling scream 
broke the silence, followed by 
another, then another after that. A 
deadly calm—a moment later, 
weird, high-pitched laughter more 
terrifying than any mortal noise. 

The building began to shake. 

“Hurry—hit the ground.” Roger 
threw Nancy down and covered her 
with his own body. 

The stones in the foundation 
seemed to dance and spin for a 
fraction of a second—then an 
explosion that lifted up the night, a 
deafening boom that left their 
senses reeling, and falling bits of 
wood that stung their scalps like a 
million needles. 

Silence. Roger looked up 
cautiously. Directly in front of them 
lay a gigantic crater, still smoking. 
Not a sign of the building or even 
that there ever was one—except for 
the huge hole. 

Nancy began to sob. “I don’t 
understand,” she managed to gasp. 


“Thank God neither do I.” 
THE END 


SELL MY SOUL TO SATAN 


(Continued from page 29) 


Of course, I learned all this later. 
That night, I shakily took my place 


next to Joan in a rear “pew.” A few 
minutes later, one of the men Td 
met earlier came down the aisle 
with a tray-load of cups. 

“Take two,” my companion in- 
structed me. I did, and handed one 
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to Joan. We both drank the stuff 
inside. It tasted funny—but it work- 
ed fast. A hazy glow spread over 
me. Almost immediately after I’d 
swallowed it, I felt that I was float- 
ing—floating free of everything in- 
cluding all my repressions and 
nofmal living itself. 


Wwe FOLLOWED DEFIES descrip- 

tion. A “high-priest” came out. 
A light shone on him. Behind him 
came a woman. She was nude—and 
I recognized her as the wife of a 
grocer in town! 

I didn’t know the high-priest. I 
hadn’t met him before. It didn’t 
make any difference. He began by 
leading the woman to a couch. She 
reclined on it. He turned to the 
“audience” and began reciting 
mumbo-jumbo formulas and filthy 
parodies of prayers. 

Whatever drug was in my drink 
had worked well. I listened—and, 
instead of being horrified or re- 
volted, I listened raptly and even 
felt my pulses pound. 

“We call forth the powers of 
darkness,” the voice intoned. “We 
are releasing ourselves from the 
false beliefs of the world and ex- 
changing them for the true pleas- 
ures of the evil gods... !” 

There were more, many more, 
such fantastic lines. “Altar boys” 
came out. They sprinkled and 
“anointed” the nude woman on the 
couch. The watchers were begin- 
ning to strain in their seats. An 
air of electric tension filled the 
room. 

There were insane songs and 
chants—all of which built up the 
rhythm of the tension. 

Then, with a wild, -triumphant 
howl, the “high priest” threw some 
herbs on the fire glowing in the 
brazier. I caught a brief glimpse 
of him as he stalked over to the 
woman on the couch—and then the 
lights went out, leaving the room 
completely black, save for the faint, 
cherry-gleam of the coals in the 
brazier. 

The people around me went wild. 
It was as though a dam had sud- 
denly burst. Raw hell coiled and 
swirled. There were screams and 
groans and shrieking laughs. Joan 
flung herself on me. 

Liquor, marijuana, drugged drink 
—everything inside my stomach 
spun. I shoved the panting girl away. 
Sick, trembling, I staggered into 
the aisle. Joan followed me as I 
groped my way to the door. She 
clutched at me, yelling for me to 
stay. 

“Get away from me, you witch!” 
I roared, hardly knowing what I 
said. 

Her fingernails raked my face and 
neck. She shouted oaths and curses 
fouler than anything I’d ever heard 
in my life—and I'd heard plenty! 

I got to the door and opened it. 
Then I staggered out and went 
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through the empty rooms: upstairs 
until I found the one I’d been shown 
earlier. I got my bag and took it 
out to my car. Joan didn’t even 
bother coming after me. 

“Then go, you ——!” had been her 
parting shriek. “Go. But you’ll never 
go far enough to get away from me!” 

That happened in my town last 
year. I saw it with my own eyes, 
felt it with my own senses. I under- 
stand it’s still happening there once 
each month. The cult has over 100 
members and almost everyone in the 
know has heard of it. 

And now it’s my turn to wonder. 
When is my punishment going to 
occur? Sooner or later, I know that 
it must come. For there is definitely 
some form of communication be- 
tween the witchcraft groups of the 
entite world. They are aware of me. 
They’ve told me so. 

My job takes me to places all 
over the world. And still, whether 
it’s the most backward spot in the 
world or the most civilized, I know 
that I’m being watched. Sometimes, 
when I turn my head suddenly, I 
can see an old woman smiling evilly 
at me. And once, in New York City, 
I caught an enchantress in the very 
act of sticking pins in a doll, a doll 
that was dressed in a piece of my 
own clothing. 

She didn’t complain or threaten 
me when I caught her. She just 
shrugged her shoulders. 

“Today or tomorrow!” she sneer- 
ed. “What’s the difference. Sooner 
or later. The mark is on you.” 


N PLAIN self-defense, I’ve had to 

take steps for protection. I’ve 
spent a lot of time and effort since, 
checking up and learning what I 
could about the prevalence of witch- 
craft and demonology and all the 
various types of dark cults in the 
United States. 

There’s no exaggeration in the 
staternent that the man or woman 
who lives next door to you may be 
a witch or a sorcerer. I don’t say 
that they can really perform magical 
feats or conjure up spirits or com- 
mune with the Devil. That’s a mat- 
ter of belief—and I don’t believe 
that they can. 

But they can use the Black Mass 
and Black Magic as vehicles for de- 
pravity and orgies. And they do! 

For every single one of us is 
directly menaced by this invisible 
society. Even without being aware 
of them, we can become the object 
of their wrath. 

For example: Did you gain a 
promotion last month? Did you close 
a big deal? Did your son marry 
that lovely girl who had several 
other suitors? Does your neighbor 
envy your lot, your wife, your chil- 
dren or your job? Does anyone at 
all have ANY REASON AT ALL, 
to dislike you, to hate you, to 
dispise you, to envy you, or to 
want you out of the way? 


One of them, almost certainly at 
least one of them, is connected in 
some way with a witchcraft group. 
At the very least, he or she has 
heard about such a group and can 
wrangle an invitation to attend. 

After that, trouble can dog your 
footsteps. Shadows can peer over 
your shoulder as they do over mine. 

For there is no defense against it. 
Believe in witchcraft or not, it 
makes no difference. The church 
has never found a method that can 
prevent witchcraft. The law, using 
extreme severity—as for example in 
the world-famous Salem trials, has 
not wiped it out. And no one has 
ever found any workable prayer or 
medicine to halt an attack by 
witches. 

Only by surrendering to the Black 
Circle yourself, can charms of safe- 
ty, spells of protection be woven. 
And that entails a complete sur- 
render of mind, of body, of spirit 
and of soul. 

The Black Mass is growing in 
America. Every week, every year, 
new circles and fresh congregations 
are organized to flourish in our 
midst. 

A bunch of overly-rich college 
kids are doing just that in one 
Minnesota University. There are 
three “Black Mass” societies operat- 
ing wide-open in the heart of New 
York City’s Greenwich Village. 

A devil-worshipping cult meets 
regularly in a loft building in San 
Francisco’s Marina district. Omaha 
isn’t a big city as cities go, but I 
learned there were two groups there 
—both of which were often visited 
by members of the cult in my home- 
town! 

Sure. I know. This is the 20th 
century. That’s what makes it even 
more horrible! 

Take that girl—that one over there 
—just getting into the convertible 
parked at the curb. She looks like a 
normal, healthy, typical American 
young woman. 

She may be that—and just that. 
On the other hand, she could be any- 
thing. Even a devil-worshipper or 
a witch—or simply a dizzy, bored 
female who got mixed up with a 
hell-cult for kicks. 

There are tens of thousands of 
them... THE END 
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progressive nations in the world. 
Pierre wanted the same 
development for his own people. 
Knock out superstition, and one 
would be able to instill technology 
and pride in a people still many 
ways primitive. 

Nine o’clock came and Pierre 
dismissed Claude for the night, 
then turned on the lamp. He was 
still bending over his work when he 


